OUNG Boys, ODD BOYS GENERALLY, AND EVEN GIRLS. 


[ONE PENNY, 


AF = 7 SF 


\ a 


ROMPS AT RAMSGATE 


“ We were all down at Ramsgate on Bank Holiday, Pa and Ma and that awful Alexander included, and had some good fun. The change has done Pa and 
Ma a great deal of good. I wore my new bathing costume, dear, and you ought to yet one like it. I will tell you what it is like * * * * *”? 
N.B.—WE Have No Room For THE Two PaGEs CROSSED, DESCRIBING CosTUME. 


(Extract FRoM ONE or Miss Storer’s Letters To a Bosom Frienp. 


“GNOME, SWEE 


Bn There was ones a little Gnome 
had an ‘ome (please note pun) at 
the bottom of the sea, who had a 


2. He used to go poking about, and 
when be caught an oyster asleep with its 
mouth open, would rob the unconscious 


4. But the oyster was not 


3. One day he saw a regular beauty of a 
pearl, which he resolved to have. 
(There is no place like (.ncme.—A, SLoPen. 


THE ROAD MURDER. 


CHAPTER I. 
“There ix a mystic spell 
That bids me write, although my lips rebel 
‘Gainst c’e Relizion’s sealed confessional, 
The voice of conscience urges from within 
These dark upheavings of unheard-of siu; 
T cannot quell the masterless behest 
That bids me cleanse that charnel-house, my breast.” 
The Parricide, 

Constance KENT, who was sentenced to penal servitude for 
life for the Road Murder, was liberated on Friday the 17th of 
last month on a ticket-of-leave. 
| On the 22nd of July, 1865, one of the greatest criminal 
| causes célébres of modern times entered on its last phase. Five 
years previously the Road Murder had caused an extraordinary 
sensation throughout England. <A seemingly unpenetrable 
mystery enshrouded the case until one whom no one had ac- 
cused made full confession. 

“T, Constance Emilie Kent, alone and unaided, on the night 
of the 29th June, 1860, murdered at Road Hill House, one 
Francis Saville Kent. Before the dced no one knew of my in- 
tention nor after it of my guilt. No one assisted me in the 
| crime or the evasion of discovery.” 

These were the words she used. Nothing could be more 


(Saturday, August 1, 1885, 


concise. Wheu the crime was committed Constance Kent was scarcely 
more than a mere child.) When grown to more mature years, and 
it is hoped sincerely repentant, moved with a hope to scatter every 
breath of suspicion, so long and unjustly looming round innocent mem- 


Mr. O'FLaNNicaN, who is rather given to that sort of thing, was 
ree! home the other night, with a good deal of beer about him, wher 
he suddenly heard the sweet strains of a street accordion mye discourss. 
ing the ever-charming melody, ‘‘ Home, sweet home, there is no place 


” “ Y * Lid 9, ; 
ers of her family she voluntarily gave herself up to justice. It was le am ree ae Hee raed i pagel ated reteen 
se Nees Feat eich ce pres sues safelly eee It is to be inferred that Mr. O'Flannigan’s domestic surrounding. 
ould be temperes y. 


The Judge at her trial said, ‘‘ You are charged with having wilfully, 
intentionally, and with malice killed and murdered your brother. Are 
you guilty or vot guilty ¢” : 
“To this, in a faint but steady voice, which was scarcely audible, 
although a breathless silence prevailed, the prisoner replied, ** Guilty. 

Mr., now Lord Coleridge, said, As counsel for the defence, acting 
at the prisoner's desire and by her direction, | wish to say two things. 
First, solemnly, and as a person thinking of her own soul, she declares 
that her father and others, who have so long suffered most unjust and 
crnel as , are wholly and absolutely exonerated, and that the 
cuilt is hers alone Next, she desires me to say that there is no truth 
Whatever in what has been asserted, that by any unkind treatment she 
was led to commit the act to which she has now pleaded guilty, but that 
she met with nothing in her father’s house but tender care and love. 

Tu summing up the case, the Saturday Review said, ‘* We have treated 
her as a psychological monster, and we prefer this rationale of her crime 
ty the suggestion which has been made, that all women pass through a 
plysiologieal phase, in which it is only by a happy accident that they 
do not all become niurderesses.” y ; a. 

Once only, during the proceedings in Court, did the prisoner's iron 
verve relax. When the Judge, speaking of the enormity of the crime, 
was himself moved to tears and compelled to pause, she hurriedly drew 
forth her handkerchief ; but before the words of doom had been pro- 
nounced, seemed to have recovered her marvellous self-possession. 

After the crime was committed, she remained some time at the 
Convent of the Sagesse, at Dinan, and is described as a ** fat-faced, 
veddish-haired, ugly girl, ueither stupid nor clever, lively nor morose, 
and only remarkable for one particular trait—viz., her extreme tender- 
ness and kindness to very young children.” 

. 


* > * * * 
“Ah!” said Alexander Sloper, Jun., when his friend William Hig- 
gins, otherwise Blood-Stained Bill, laid down the volume from which 
fe had obtained the above-quoted facts, ‘it’s an awful thing to kill a 
Boy.” 
But at this moment Alexander's aunt, William's mother, appeared 
upon the threshold, carrying in her hand a broom-handle. 
(To be continued in our next. ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
*,* Owing to the demand on our s we cannot guarantee to answer 
© Conrespondents immediately om’ the receipt of their Querias— 
particularly the queerest. 


SIONS, 


Merry Bootonaist (Ramsgate).—/t’s owing to the courtesy and 
kindness of Mr. W. Sims S.S., ‘Sir Walter Raleigh,” (hat the Sloper 
Excursion Tickets, and full-length portrait of ALLY Bathing, are so well 
known in Boulogne. —Nettuit.— Thank you.—BeEn Bout.— Thanks 
Sor “ Fragment from a Penny Horrible.” Will send it on to Mildewed 
Muggins and Moth-Eaten Matilda, /¢’s sure to please them.——W. F. 
(Richmond).— Yes; ALLY was at the Smoking Evening given by Mr. 
Wellcome to Mr. Charles Du-Val, at the First Avenue Hotel, on Sunday 
the 19th, and a very pleasant smoke too,—‘ Lona Stop (Hastings). 
—You are quite right. The Eminent and Tootsie were at the wan 
Cricket Match, held at the Cricket Ground, Queen's Road, last Monday, 
for the benefit of the Infirmary ; and, what's more, they both paid to go 
in, —Rvus-IN-BATTERSEA PARISH (Wandsworth). —Aiss eo love, 
and she is sorry to hear you are so upset with Poor Papa, He always 
tries to do his best, and if, in your case, he hasn't given satisfaction, 
well—he can't help it, “Y,"— Sorry we cannot insert ‘‘ Double Duty 
for the Baggage Man.”"——Anxious Enquirer (Altrincham).—The 
Eminent has not lost his bottle, neither has he juined the Goud Templars. 
The weather, lately, has been so hot, he's curtailed the unsweetened, and 
ame in for lenm-squash, with a dash of Old Tom.——JaMEs ELEY 
(Union Street, Ryde).—Many thanks for Schedule of Prizes of the Ryde 
Ruyal Dog Show, to be held August 12th and 13th, The Eminent has 
entered ** Snatcher,” and the Family are in hopes that he will take the 
£5 ds. cup,—** Frovprer” (Cork),—Thanks for suggestion for Prize 
«lrticle, ‘* What to see during a week in London.” — * D." (Dalston). 
Your suggestion to starta Fund for the benefit of A. SLOVER, Esq., to 


a 


. 


PASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 66.—The Gentle Grouse-ist Costume. 


were not so pleasant as they might have been. 


e 

A process has just been discovered by which ale and porter may be 
condensed, and a residuum, said to contain all the essential element. 
of the beverage, fort be obtained, which can be exported to hot 
climates without spoi ing Our dear old friend ALLY SLopgr, havin 
heard of this invention, has turned his attention to the subject, wit 
the view of starting a rival company. Up to the present, however, his 
experiments bave not been so satisfactory as could be wished. The 
beer gets condensed all right enough, but the residuum is the difficulty 
But he intends to go on trying while there is a publican who will trust 
him within half-a-day's journey. 


. 

Someone lately bought a pointer dog that turned out rather unsatis- 
factory. For instance, he wouldn't point. Also he tore birds to pieves ani 
ate a goose. Besides that, he would not ‘‘down charge” or “ keep to 
heel,” and would often go half a mile out of his way. Some one 
wanted this canine curiosity to be igcivian? in Court, but a cackle fron: 
all the geese there present stopped this, and a verdict was given for 
the plaintiff. *° 


I saw a simple violet, 
That hung her scented heal, 
And to herself she sang a song, 
And merrily she said : 


‘Tho’ I am such a tiny flower, 
I possess a magic power, 
And my sweetness is a dower 

None excel— 

‘Then, if you can envy me, 
And you wish beloved to be, 
All your talents, rich and free, 

Use as well.” 
Here a lesson you may learn, 
All your aids to beauty spurn, 
And from Art to Nature turn, 
Oh, ‘‘ ma belle 1 
e 


* 

Curious Fact in NATURAL History.—It is well known that many 
musical instruments are very delicate, but it is evident that the most 
delicate of all is the piano. Not long since an instrument of this kind, 
in which, in some unaccountable manner, our dear old friend ALLY 
SLoveR had an interest, actually went right straight off to the pawn- 
brokers and fetched £10! This incident is certainly worthy of a 
corner in some of the periodicals devoted to natural history. 


° 
AvGust is a bad month for dogs. See Dog tales. Take care you don't 
go to the dogs this month, or that they doe go to you with their 
mouths open. Some people cut their corn in August. I wear loose boots 
myself, so there is no occasion. Even if you do cut your corn, you 
need not cut your poor relations, unless it is to cut them something 
substantial. ee 

e 


‘THERE is a pleasant and cheerful change of ottice boys always going 
on at ALLy’s office. I propose publishing the memoirs of the last two or 
three dozen at an early date. The last one, whom I borrowed a shilling 
of—not knowing he was about to leave—sends me postcards mentioning 
the fact at briet periods. If he is not obtaining these cards dishonestly 
he will very soon have thrown away another shilling after the first. 
This is unwise of him to say the least of it. 

ee 


* 

A LAWYER attended a city court the other day “ professionally,” anc 
said to his honour the judge, ‘‘I am here, and I am not paid.” “Oh, 
my gracious !" ejaculated the judge, ‘‘ what's the world coming to! I'm 
afraid your professional brethren will put a black mark inst your 
name.” ‘It isn’t the way to make hay while the sun shines,” whispered 
a barrister. Then everybody got into a heated argument about over- 
coats, and West-end tailors, and summary proceedin At last things 

t so sultry, that the learned judge le a sud order for iced 


{ be open to all, and to be collected like the Hospital Saturday Fund ( nice- iquidation. ae 
f louking young ladies at the corners of the streets with subscription bo.ves ), * 
3 is a yood one. The Eminent will raise no objection, shuuld the scheme A GOODLY number of idiots persistently emigrate from the British 
i he carried out, and he would wish the movement to be known as Isles every year; but we should advise restless lunatics not to seek 
‘ ' | “Sloper’s Saturday,” if you please. —J. 8. L. D, (Battersea).— Thanks Quebec as a haven of rest, for we are informed that in one asylum alone 
# } Jor your very congratulatory letter. We deserve it.— ARTHUR ST. a thousand deranged beings are crowded into a space which can only 
Maine (Camden Road).—Sorry we have no voom.—H. CHAPMAN afford suitable accommodation for six hundred. Straight waistcoats 
(Ewell).—No good to us. You can send the Eminent a quartern loaf if and handcuffs seem to be the order of the day and night too. A visitor 
you like—he's very hard up just at present. was shocked to find men crouching on of straw, and kept under 
‘An ancestor of Atty’s tackling the Extra Models laid in at the War | restraint a a 9 belts, but was still more horrified on dis- 
ances! y verin, large 
: £1 . 1 . O—— first bottle of Mrs. Atien’s Hair Office, in consequence of the re- packicinn, Baer penal euate Avago hat ge ot red eal 
mF . ® REesTORER ever made. ____ Ported sdvanoes of the Russians, is supervised by nuns, and the Hitersina inmates complain that the 
| i And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT,” be given for the retrate is cou , bedad! thin if it were bossed by monks.” 
| | | best Article in Prose or Verse, entitled, You paiel *.” 
{ ou pale impecunious ies 
, MY BANK HOLIDAY. Wito go about harassed in nind, 


‘ 


The article should not exceed three-quarters of a column in length, 
should describe how the Autior spent the Avgust Bank Holiday, and 
should reach the Editor not later than Saturday, August Sth, a ee 
envelope being enclosed by those who wish ther MSS. returned, y 
the successful composition will be published. 

Address :—The Editor, ‘BANK HOLIDAY COMPETITION,” 

‘*THs SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
Teacher. —‘‘ Now, my boy, can you define what is meant by appetite ?” 
Several boys fail to give an answer; at last, quoth an Intelligent 


Juvenile. —‘ Yes, sir; I know, sir. When I sees my dinner, I’m 'appy, 
and when I've done, I'm tight (tite).” 


I thought, as it lay there supinely, 
Of tresses that German girls os 
L envied the curl so reposing, 
Like sunsbine or ambient pearl, 
But while | was dreamily dozing 
It fell with a quivering whirl— 
And that curl—ah ! my dream was then ended— 
It lay there aghast ou the floor, 
While its owner in ignorance wended, 
*Mid silence, her steps to the door ! 
7 


* 

THe loyal gentleman who recently otfered a German band a consider- 
able sum of money to play the National Anthem outside a Dublin hotel, 
in the face of a mob, must be tolerably innocent. Of course, the 
Teutons tremblingly declined. Why! A brawny Scot, overtlowing 
with fealty, wouldn't chance blowing out the air disguised by the bag- 
pipes, under such circumstances ; ho, not e’en for muekle siller. 


SOLDIERS are now to be permitted to smoke in the streets of garrison 
towns, when in the charge of nursemaids. The domestics are authorised 
to choose their favourite tobaeco, and insist on it only being used. 
‘Most nursemaids appreciate a powerful weed —not too stroug, like cut 
cavendish, but quite strong enough.” We bave this information froma 
well-scarred milingtary hero. 


BANK 


HOLIDAY. 


Ramsgate, on Bank Holiuiay. 


Sympathy bestowed by a generous 


British Public upon Unele Bollin, at 


ie Th 


N \Ser S ai 
WHO SHOT THE DOG? 


Note.—Grouse slvoting commences 


this day, August Ist. 


Drop into my office, my hearties, 
1ere ease for your trouble you'll tind. 
M A open delight’s to befriend you 
ith cash re: eg ou the nail ; 
A tenner or cool thou. I'll lend you— 
Just give me a small bill of sale. 


1 can't bear to see people suffer— 
he gh ‘em’s what I never did ; 
1 look on that man as a duffer 
Who pines for a few paltry quid. 
Then, hard-up ones, cease to be tearful ; 
Your ill luck no longer bewail : 
My terms for a loan are quite cheerful— 
‘or form's sake, a mere bill of sale. 
2 


‘Your friend Bobels is a regular’ cockney sportsman,” said Wingen 
e 


x ; ° ae to one of the shooting party; ‘‘he has missed every shot.” 
‘ It is gravely said, on good authority, that “ Continental life insurance They are talking of enlarging Hampstead Heath. If there is inuch of this sort “ Yes; not much of a shot,” replied his omen ; but he is capital 
agents manufacture sugar-plums, with their advertisements printed of thing it will want enlarging—no mistake, company, on your own showing.” 
"y thereon, and distribute them among those whose attention they wish to “On my showing t” 

1 F attract.” In this form, of course, the public will swallow anything. “Yes ; you admit he is just the r to keep the game alive.” 
M we. 5 « soe 
{ i Tt hung o’er her shoulders divinely, Can’? think what causes my eyes to look so yellow,” said a tourist 
| A curl of magnificent gold, y 


who had just returned from Ramsgate to his partner for life. “The 
golden hue of the harvest is reflected in them, darling,” replied the lady. 


Gee oe that all wives received their husbands thusly,” sighed the 
uris' 

Explanatory note.—On his way back to the realms of conjugal felicity, 
the tourist had stopped his cab in Regent Street, and purchased hi- 
spout a little present in the trimmed bonnet shape. This short stor 
shows that some men are still loaded up with wisdom in their genera: 
tion, when put to the push. 

** 
. . * 

THE Salvation Army ladies seem to be unusually lively this summct. 
At a recent meeting an elderly maiden unexpectedly screamed out, ‘I'm 
so happy! Seems though I was chuck full of glory! Seems though you 
could light a torch on my face! Seems though I had a red-hot sky- 
rocket in my heart!” She exploded ina startling manner later ou— 
burst out too loud to print. ee 

e 

EVERYBODY who has journeyed up to Hampstead to partake of te: 
and shrimps knows that Arcadian simplicity is a gaudy attribute of the 
inhabitants of this nil region. But the most wily tea-and-shrim)’ 
explorer that ever bounded round the Vale of Health was astonished at 
reading the following advertisement, which ap’ in a contemporary 
a few days ago:—‘‘Good general servant wanted for a flat in Hamy- 
stead. One who can pick shrimps neatly preferred. Plenty of te 
allowed, but no beer or followers, Address, Came," &e. 


Saturday, August 1, 1885.] 


MISS SLOPER IN EPPING FOREST. 
_-_oe>— 


Every well-regu- 
ted girl ought to 
pad Percy Lindley’s 
Walks in Epping 
orest,” and then get 
er Bob to take her 
ere, and treat her 
o dinner at the Forest 
Hotel. 


The Dook on the Merry Moke. 


The Forest Hotel, Lord Bob tells me, ‘‘is intended asa resort for 

visitors who desire, without much trouble or expense, to get a quiet and 
agreeable change at such a convenient distance from town, that no par- 
ticular preparation is needed, and no long journey has to be provided 
for.” is is just exactly the truth. 
The forest is most delightful—quite the place to spend an ideal honey 
moon —at least, I should imagine it was. An advertisement says:—‘‘ The 
Hotel has achieved a reputation for its Wedding Breakfasts, for which it 
possesses unusual facilities.” Of this I have no doubt, but am not exactly 
ertain, after breakfast is over, 


hether the happy ir—the 
** consenting souls,” the Dook 
Snook says they are led—go 


way in a , and have 
weetmeats and old shoes flung 
fter them, or glide hand-in- 
hand to some sylvan grove, and 
pass a pastoral week or two on 
he greensward ‘neath “the 
blue canopy of Heaven,” or up 
tree, or on 4 swing. 


Se 


Tootsie in Full Swing, 


The ladies in society having made it the fashion to dress ap and act 
plays out of doors, I don’t see why al fresco honeymooning should not 
come into fashion also, though I suppose it would be a little bit chilly 
at times, and damp. 

There are some delightful drives in the forest, and plenty to be seen 
in the neignbourice We went, of course, to see Good Queen Bess’s 
Hunting e, Which is a Jy, quaint old place. By ite way, though, 
what a restless old girl ueen Bess must have been, if she 
lived or lodged in half the #! : |{ places called after her. 

Chigwell, too, is a place |’. || you ought to visit, as it is, the Dook 
Snook says, the place where Charles Dickens used to keep the 
“ King’s Head” during the Gordon Riots. The ‘‘ King’s Head” 
is a jolly old place, well worth making a journey to see, 

Poor Billy, after trying his strength, was dreadfully disap- 
pointed not to be able to get any Epping sausages at Epping, 
but they said none had }},4]] come from hitechapel that morning. 

You can have some good fun donkey-riding in the Forest, and 
fungi collecting, only we think poor Billy must have eaten a 
hit of toad-stool, he was so 


Billy tries his Strength. 
Fungi, Billy (before he was taken ill said, are es ai eating, if 


you know the right kind to choose, and I have no doubt what he says 
18 correct ; but it requires some gone Sa start with an Edible Boletus, 
«St. George's Oyster, or a Giant Puff-Ball. 


ALLY SLOPER’S MALF-HOLIDAY. 


To contribute to the enjoyment of your 


BANK HOLIDAY 
we will forward, GRATIS, to any address any ONE of the following, 
on receipt of the cost of postage, in stamps :— : 
1. PORTRAIT, IN COLOURS, OF A. SLOPER, ESQ. 
(On receipt of 3d., the cost of postage. ) 
2. PORTRAIT, IN COLOURS, OF MISS TOOTSIE SLOPER. 
(On receipt of 3d., the cost of postage. ) 
3. THE EMINENT'S AUTOGRAPH. 
(On receipt of Id., the cost of postage, ) 
*,* The Stamps are for the cost of Postage, the Portraitsand Autograph 
being given free of cost, 
Address—A. Soper, Esq. 3 
“THE SLOPERIES, 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


ON THE CONTRARY! 


SoM people loathe a public bar, 
And hold that those therein who enter, 
Leave hope behiud. How wrong they are ' 
Hope beckons on the old frequenter ' 


But he who owns a limekiln thirst, 
And nears a bar without the pittance 
To pay his score—'s a Peri curst 
With sight of Heaven and non-admittance. 


His empty pocket speaks his doom ; 
And when to fate he has resigned him, 
With thirst unquenched, and merged in gloom, 
“Tis then he leaves all hope behind him. 
——— as 


OUR PLAN. 


SomEBopy said the other day—“ Yes, you ave a novel-reading family, 
you certainly read novels in a novel way.” Of course! How silly! 
What other way could we read them in? Mother always wished us to 
have general ideas of things, she said life didn’t give us time enongh to 
let the particular ideas make any show. We are seven in family, Peter, 
John, William, Sarah, Martha, Nancy, and myself, and we all read 
novels, I think we chiefly read because we subscribe, and it seems a 
waste not to get our money's worth. Taking us one with another, that 
is Peter, John, William, Sarah, Martha, Nancy, and myself, we read 
one novel through amongst us, _I think other large families might like 
to know the lige we goupon. This is how it is. Sarah chooses a three- 
volume novel from the railway library and begins at the beginning. I 
take the second, because she has the first. Sometimes I exchange back- 
wards, and sometimes I don’t, because Martha waits for us. Peter, 
meanwhile, says he has skimmed through all three after we go to bed, 
and John dips into them before breakfast ; he only ‘‘dips” because he 
has read all about them in reviews and magazines at his club. But 
William always takes the third volume before I can get hold of it, 
because he says he likes to start clear of all of us, If the end is good, 
he knows then it is worth reading. But—and this is the only part of 
our plan which I cannot quite recommend—Nancy, who never reads at 
all unless it is a wet day, says she likes to have something to do, and 
that, as it is a family subscription, she intends to have her share, so she 
always changes the ks for us, and this makes William so cross. He 
declares it is nonsense to tell him Nancy is the most obliging of the 
family ; it is nothing of the kind. And I rather incline to agree with 
him, for just as I begin my second volume, and I know William is only 
half way through his third — for he always puts a marker in — it ve' 
often happens that I see Nancy going out the front gate with the books 
under her arm. Off [ fly after her with only my garden hat on, the 
neighbours looking out at us and cbluking we are having a quarrel ; and 
indeed it is rather like it, for she says it isn’t fair to take her share 
away, and she prefers to change the books, when she has nothing to do, 
to reading them ; and I seldom can prevail over her, though she promises 
always to get them back the nextday. The next day it geuerally happens 
the library has sent the books back to town, and the man won't send for 
them again. I am staying at a small seaside resort, where there is only 
one library, and you can only have one volume at a time; and all the 
while I have been here it has happened that I never find out until I take 
the book home whether | have read it or not, for the woman at the 
library is so sharp that I only look into one or two pages—and these are 
always what I haven't read—of some novel we had from our subscription ; 
so that I never can get at a whole novel, even though I am away from 


home. 
——— 


HOw IS IT 


1, THaT the one and only girl I ever loved, the truly beauteous and 
divine ideal of my salad days, should, at forty, he such a remarkably 
plain and commonplace sort of party ? 

2. That, when 1 do ask a friend, for the first and only time in my life, 
to oblige me with the loan of a fiver for a few days, he should have un- 
fortunately left his cheque-book behind him ? 

3. That, when I am later down to breakfast than usual inthe morning, 
and consequently out of temper, when my tea is abnormally weak, the 
bacon cold, and the toast leathery, when Iam particularly worried by 
the morning post’s business letters, and when the Times Money Market 
article shows me that my most promising investments are turning out 
badly, and my wife will catch hold of my coat-tails, just as I am rush- 
ing off to catch my "bus for the City, and ask me for a “little cheque”? 

4. That, whenever I assure anyone that I am extremely obliged to him, 
he should invariably reply, ‘‘ Not at all”? 

5. That, whenever I do happen to cough, yawn, or blow my nose in 
church, at least a round dozen others should follow my example ? 

6. That, when I complain to my landlady about my tea-kettle not 
boiling, she will infallibly reply, ‘It have a-boiled, sir’? 

————— 


MORE SIGNS AND TOKENS, 


1, WHEN ‘Arry 'Iggins invests ‘two pun-ten” in one of Messrs. Shoddy 
and Son’s celebrated ‘ tourist's suits,” it is a sign that he is going down 
by the boat to Margate. 

2 When the wife of your bosom remarks, very pointedly, at breakfast, 
that “the Isle of Wight must just now be looking quite charming,” it 
is a token she is going to get you to take her there. 

3. When Robinson telegraphs from the City that he is ‘‘ unavoidably 
detained by pressure of Bostnaaat and will get a chop somewhere,” so 
that Mrs. rf is ‘not to wait dinner for him,” it is a sure sign that he 
is going to dine with a friend at the club. 

4. When ‘*a young man from the country ” is accosted in London by a 
stranger, and they adjourn to a public-house, it betokens the fact that 
they will be joined there by a party who has just come into a fortune. 


——_o—— 


7ZSOPPETS. 


A BARLAM whoo waz wery thersty came doun to drink from a brook, 
wun dai where a wulf was alreddy quenshing his thurst. The wolf 
looked at the pore barlamb, and sed, ‘What do yew mene kumming 
down to drink at the saim bruk as me for’? Carnt yew sea yewre de- 
filing the wauter I am drinking?” ‘* No,” sed the barlamb, who was 
lapping the limped flued at a loer part of the streem, ‘‘ wauter duzznt 
floe up/ Icarnt be defiling the wauter that yew drink.” ‘‘ Well,” 
said the wulf, “ yewr muther wunce did me an injery.” ‘“ Did she?” 
sed the barlam. ‘‘ Hev yeu got any korroberetiv evidens?” ‘‘ No,” 
sed the wulf nervously ; ‘‘izznt my wurd enuf’ If yewr muther didn't 
dew me an injery, yewr grandmuther did, sew that’s quite enuf for me. 
I'm going tew ete yew up.” ‘Kum, kum,” sed the barlam ; ‘it’s 
abserd to tork in this redicelus manner. If my grandmuther did dew 
yew an injerry, what hez that got tew doo with me’ If yew don't hold 
yewr silly tung, and let me drink my wauter, I shall go and tell peeple 
yew are orf your nut.” The wulf worked siluntli away. 

Moral.—A gude deal of Brutality iz only harf-harted. 
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THE WICKED LORD. 
— 
I'ata wicked lord. 
I'm really and truly a doosid wich: d lord. lam, sir. By Georse '— 
Demme ! 
Tam not, strict'y speaking, in the "ower ot nv youth, though plump 


and rosy, 

The worst of my 
plumpness is, that 
it is most of it in 
the lower 
the waisteo: 
T buy the roses at a 
shop in the Burling- 
ton, where a mon- 
strous handsome 
woman serves tie, 
sir, By George! 
Demme ! 

The other morn- 
ing, the sun was 
shining and the 
birds were singing : 
T felt) blithe and 
gay, and buoyant 
and boyish, [put 
in my teeth, and 
put on my wis, 
and my man laced 
me up, and T took 
a toddle down the shady side of Pall Mall, and U thought I would 
take a boat to Greenwich. 

A Greenwich boat, if it was not that the company is rather mixed, 
and there is a little too much tobacco smoke, and rather too many 
blacks, is a pleasant thing to travel in. 

However, | ocearioually take some pleasure in studying the habits 
ani actions of the lower orders, [I like to get into conversation with 
an intelligent artisan and draw him out. Occasionally, when drawn 
out too far, he is inclined to shut ot Not himself, but you. It is 
then necessary to smile pleasantly, and pretend you don't care. 

Of the two, I prefer the working-woman to the working-man, par- 
ticularly when youngish and pretty. [think bonnet builders, artificial 
florists, dressmaker girls, and other young persons of that class, im- 
proving company. I occasionally enter into conversation with them, 
and chat cheerfully 
about the latest 
Paris fashions, the 
weather, Shak- 
speare, and musical 
aaa Occasionally 
they laugh, and at 
other times threaten 
to call a policeman. 

There were two 
female persons upon 
the boat who 
attracted my atten- 
tion and enlisted my 
sympathies—a mo- 
ther and daughter. 
Perhapsthe daughter 
interested me most. 

I expatiated to her 
upon the wonders of 
steam, and she said 
“Lor!” A boy came by with bottled beer. I asked the mother and 
daughter whether they would like some, They had a large bottle each, 
and thought they cola fancy a biscuit, ee ; 

They occupied themselves eating successive biscuits until the boat 
touched the Greenwich pier. Then they accepted my offer of a shrimp 
tea. After the shrimp tea they felt thirsty, and had ginger-beer. Then 
we walked up the hill, and they ran me down, ; 

I remember the last time I ran down the hill I enjoyed it more, and 
it did not shake me nearly as much. I hardly think, though, that | 
took ginger-beer on the top of hot tea just before it upon that occasion, 
which may have made some difference, 1 hardly remember, though 
It was about fifty-three years ago. 

When we came down we had some sweetmeats and sherbet, and 
wandered upon the pleasant greensward. I was less buoyant than in 
the early morning time, and rathei 
creaky in the knee-joints, but the ladies 
were full of spirits, and even kittenish 
in their deportment. 

On our way to the boat I recited a 
piece of poetry, and we also had some 
hot rum-and-water. On leaving the 
tavern, however, a singularly repulsive 
young man suddenly confronted me, 
looking very angry. 

I asked what he wanted. He said, 
“What do you want with my mother!” 

His mother, the elder of the two 
ladies, said, ‘‘ Don't be angry with the 
old gentleman, He's been very gallant, 
I'm sure.” 

Said the young man, ‘‘T don’t want 
his gallantness.” 

Said the mother, “ He's paid for 
things quite princely, and he means no 
harm.” 

Said the young man, “I'll punch his 
head, anyways, again he does. 

And he did. Some hours afterwards 
T returned home, pondering on the 
singular habits of the lower orders. 
T have given up being a wicked lord, just for the present—you see, 
it hurts so! 


They had a large bottle of beer each. 


They ran me down the hill. 


I returned home. 


———+ — 


AT BROADSTAIRS, 


Ir was honeymoon-tide at the seaside, and the real moon smiled 
through fleecy clouds in a [amb-like style, as she cast a flickering light 
on the dancing waves waltzing over yellow sands, while a newly- 
married couple sat patiently in close conversation on the extreme end 
of Broadstairs Pier. ‘‘Heap tender epithets on me,” warbled the 
bride ; “hurl as many as you like at me, I shall not tlinch much, for, 
though of an arid imperious spirit, I love yon.” ‘* You are a geeser,” 
said her husband, who had married for money. ‘A geeser,” exclaimed 
the elderly betfer half, with eagerness, ‘‘ what’s that ¢” ‘Oh, confound 
it! how your education must have been neglected in early youth,” said 
the lord of creation, in a lofty manner ; and then, after an explanation, 
they had quite a little tiff. The gentleman is not reported as found 
drowned yet ; but he will be presently perhaps, 


es 
ALL ABOUT A WASHERWOMAN. 


THERE has been something amiss among the washerwomen and 
washermen. A washerwoman (I presume a young and fair one) sum- 
moned a washerman for a week's wages. The washerman denied the 
debt, and said she was quite wrong. She wasn't at work, he said, but 
out with him riding in the cart. She had sent some things to a wrong 
customer, he said, and he would settle up when he got them back. 
But here up got the washerwoman (her Christian name was Elizal«th), 
and she said, said she, the very first week she was employed, the 
washerman asked if she were a widow, and on telling him that such 
was the case, he right off, if you please, put up the banns, without 
even asking her consent, and then, just because she would not have 
him, he refused to pay her. The magistrate said he had no doubt the 
money was due, and he ordered the washerman to pay. Let us trust 
Elizabeth will smile upon him a little after this, and that the banns 
won't he wasted. 
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Se 
LITTLE DOBSON’S BANK HOLIDOAY. 


‘Soutu-East Coa-r.—Wind N.E., fresh, toa galv ; cloudy, dull, and wet, with occasional sunshine ; possible thunderstorms, but generally fair and changeable.” 
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OPEN SESAME.—An ancestor of Scett's (in the Hay- 
He had to use 
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A Thing of Beauty is a Joy for Ever. 
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= ; — — THE SAME OLD GAME. 
; A PRESENT FROM YARMOUTH. ; First Truant Husband, What are you doing down at Ramsgate by yourself? 
A Hamper artives, directed to Mr. Potter Green, who is mad about Aquariums. Mrs, PL G. 
thinks it isa Hamper of Fish, and ought to be opened at once, Mr, BP. G. being frum home, 
So it is Fish—it is an Octopus : 
A | 


Second Ditto, Trying to find some Lodgings for the Wife and Children, but I can't— 
been at it three days. end sipaea awe as 


First Nitta 8o have T, fora Week ; and done Margate and Hastings, and Dover as well 


“Down with such publications as ‘ALLY SLOPER’S 
Harr-Hourpay!’ that's what T sav.” 
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Grandpa, And what can I do for you on your 
birthday, eh, little Missie ? 

Granichild, Take me to see some one hanged, 
Grandpapa, please. 


NR 
UNKIND. 
Boy. “ Atty SLorer's Hacr-Houipay,” sir? Swell, No—can't read ! | 

Boy. Get you a picture book, sir? 


What Miss Bouncerby said was, that some of those lodgings one gets just now at Brighton 
are so contracted. _ 


Ancient Sportsman doing the old trick of purchasing his ' (i 
Grouse at a shop, and sending them up to his friends in 
London as his own sh {Artful old chappie. 


QUITE A MISTAKE. 


This is poor little Fred Longodds, who, being taken by Mrs. L—— to Worthing, has retired into a quiet nook to study the state of the betting on 
the St. Leger. ‘*Odds, indeed!” was Mrs. L—‘s observation ; ‘I'll be even with you!" RECIPE.—_HOW TO MASH POTATOES. 
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The Eminent (in Eastern costume) doing good business 
at Yarmouth on Bank Holiday. 
(Where's I. Moses? 


ANGLING EXTRAORDINARY. 
5 (Not MANY MILES FRoM SONNINO ) 

| WoL ee Now, Gus, I hope you'll be successful, F 

“us. Well, I sba'n't come home to-night unless I caten something, y - sae oe eat 

Ue L. T. Won't you, indeed, sir! Then you may be sure you'll catch something saaard Co eT Heer gg Yer paling pt withe 
WS yor po ‘ius doesn't see it. i} tird-class ticket. None of yer larks 


“CHECK! 


Paterjamilias devaddtwg Doctor's Bil). Well, Doctor, T have no oljection te pay you ter 
the medicine, but I will return the visits ‘ 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
—_—— 


Tur ladies’ tormentor is a teasefal toy, and now is its season. It is 
never fails to afford 


gratification and 
amusement 
to the pur- 
chaser. Many 
otherwise 
dull days 
have been 
brightened 
by its aid. 
Indeed, what 
wonlda Bank 
Holiday be 
without it? 
True, hyper- 
critical  per- 
sons may per- 
chance be 
found —cap- 
able of assert- 
ing that its 
use and abuse 
are calcu- 
lated to do 
injury to the 
apparel of 
the maiden 

: : girl pleasure 
seeker, and mar her enjoyment ; but let not such trifles as these 
stand in the way of pleasure. The half d. squirt has become one 
of the institutions of this Happy Land. Long may it remain so, Oh! 
Ugh! Another in the ear! And what's it tilled with? 


remarkably cheap, an 


* 

Lapigs who advocate equal rights for the sex sometimes contend that 
men are incapable of understanding them or their wrongs; that male 
judges, male policemen, and male jurymen, are incompetent to igs bei 
disputes between women and men. It would not seem, however, that, 
as regards the arbitration of breaches of promise, there is any deficiency 
due to the masculine stolidity or hardness of heart. The tendency is, 
in fact, the other way. The jurors, all men, are moved by the sight of 
feminine woe in a way in which, perhaps, women would not be affected. 
We see this in the theatre sometimes, where the position of the ‘‘ female 
in distress” seems to touch the male auditors far more deeply than the 
feminine portion of the spectators. Male jurors also refuse to give any 
damages to a jilted man, although the law is equal as regards the sexes. 
Perhaps, if we ever have lady judges and women ‘eek roken-hearted 
men dying for love may not appeal in vain to the judicial compassion 
of the softer sex, white Rhadamanthus and Minos in Va ated may say 
of some deserted damsels, ‘‘ Serve the minx quite right.” 


Tue Royal Academy closes on Bank Holiday ; and where on earth 
the British Matron and her friends will have to go to spend their after- 
noons goodness only knows, e 
there are still the National Gallery and 
Hampton Court, where parties, life- 
size, are depicted ‘mit nodings on,” if 
she is desirous of another shock to her 
sensibility. I wonder, indeed, how it 
is that she or one of her friends has not 
hefore this pointed out some of the 
improprieties of the old masters, 


* 

A orpsy, described as ‘living in 
a van in Penge Lane,” was sum- 
moned by the police for allowing 
a horee to be found straying. The 
defendant's wife, a very stout and 
clean-looking woman, appeared, and 
said she supposed it was-true, Chair- 
man: Have you fs,? She: No, sir, 
I have it not to-day; but I will see 
that you will have it. Chairman: 
Ah, but that won't do. If we hear 
the case you will have more to pay. 
You see your husband is not here. 
She: No, the poor fellow is not 
well, he has rheumatics so bad. After 
hearing the evidence of a constable, 
the Chairman said: We are very 
sorry, but you must pay more now, 
There will be a fine of 1s. and 7s. 
costs, or four days imprisonment. 
She: Will you allow me four days 
to pay it in, sir? You see I ran away this morning ; the poor old man’s 
so bad he don't earn anything. « 

e 


It is well known to those who are about the Court that Her Majesty 
has no great affection for Kew. It was, however, the favourite residence 
of her grandfather, George III., who liked the dull, flat neighbourhood, 
and especially the town of Brentford, which he could see on the opposite 
bank of the river, then less unsavoury than it is now. The sight of 
Brentford reminded him of Hanover, and that recollection drove away 
all sense of dulness. The Queen never visits Kew, for she dislikes all 
reference to the madness of poor old ‘‘ Farmer George,” and to the place 
of his confinement there when under restraint. So remote and out of 
sot is the present palace that I believe not one in fifty of the crowds 
who visit Kew Gardens ever know of its existence inside the tall park 
walls and iron gates, + 

* 


A sap fatality recently occurred on the cricket ground at Croydon. A ball 
struck a young man behind the left ear, knocking him down. Medical 
assistance was summoned, but the unfortunate man's injuries proved 
fatal. The deceased was twenty-two years of age and married. All the 
matches in the neighbourhood were at once stopped, 

4 


* 

A Parisian concierge, having been informed that his landlord had 
no further need of his services, suddenly disappeared. His family 
made diligent search after him, but in vain. On the following morning 
they received a letter, stating that after what had occurred he could not 
live. ‘‘Iam going to hang myself in a room on the fifth floor,” he 
added. On going upstairs they found him hanging from a nail. 


THE seaside —~ are rapidly filling. Ma has brought down the girls, 
and the girls 


ave brought their prettiest frocks and most-becomii 
bathing As that Boudoir Balladist 
puts it:—‘‘ How dainty white limbs gaily 
flash in the billow, How musical voices sin; 
o’er the sea, While Fhe y floating, wit! 
waves for a pillow, They gladden the shore 
with their resonant glee! Then fling back 
your hair from your sweet, sunny faces, And 
ripple your locks to your delicate knees ; 
While free from the fetters of latchets and 
laces, While sporting in sunshine and breast- 
ing the breeze.” There isa good deal in what 
the poet says, no doubt, but I hate going by 
hearsay alone. Be good enough to Fasd me 
the time-table and my telescope. I must see 
into all this without ie of time. 
* 


* 

AT Liverpool, some person, whether in2u- 
enced by motives of economy or by other 
reasons, wrote a letter containing twenty-six 
words on the back of a penny stamp, which 
was committed to the post and duly de- 
livered. The success achieved led to a 
repetition of the experiment, but on a third 
apes attempt, being made witha halfpenny stamp, 
the diminutive document became liable to a charge of one penny 
as au insufficiently prepaid letter, a penalty which was duly enforced. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A couNtTRY paper records thus briefly that a fair was held in the 
meadow adjoining the George. There was the usual conglomeration of 
roundabouts, roll, bowl, or pitch, dusty pickled whelks, and unsavoury 
specimens of the Romany tribe— but little business, 


Every now and then an evening paper gets up another scare about 

the ‘‘ Advance of Russia.” It does 
no particular harm, and sells the 
vapers, When there is no news you 
nave to make news or go without it ; 
and you can’t very well publish a 
newspaper without any at all. It is 
true that little progress has been 
made in Anglo-Rnssian negotiations 
since the present — Government 
came into office; but there is no 
doubt that both the English and 
Russian Governments are sincerely 
desirous of arriving at a peaceful 
solution of the Afghan question. The 
highest circles in Berlin are fully im- 
pressed with and thoroughly appre- 
ciate the efforts all along made hy 
England to avoid war. It is believed 
and hoped that firmness and tact will 
be observed by the Salisbury Cabinet, 
for without the former the contest 
still held by many diplomatists to be 
inevitable would soon commence. 
The opinion prevails that war 
will be ultimately avoided. So far, 
matters stand actually no worse than 
they did two months ago; but there 
has been absolutely no progress made 
; with the negotiations, and delay, 
in so critical a question, may any day prove dangerous. 

*@ 


« ; ; 
A YOUNG man, who was studying chemistry in Paris, entered a café 
called for a glass of beer, and taking a bottle from his poeket, emptied. 
its contents into the glass, He had hardly emptied the latter when he 
fell down dead. A paper, found at his feet, contained the following 
words: ‘Zut! I have had enough of life. I leave 1f. for the beer, 
and the remainder to the waiter.” 
*@ 


. 

TuHaT crowned ruffian and murderer, King Theebaw of Burmah, 
intends to discharge all the Europeans in his employ, after paying them 
the tifteen months’ arrears due to them. I should fancy that they will 
be only too happy to quit that charnel-house, Mandalay. It must be 
rather trying on the nerves toget up in the morning with the conviction 
that you may never go to bed again. 

7 


Cannot something be done to meet the requirements of Bridget ? 
Although only apeveching middle age, she has just been convicted for 
the 144th time, having spent the last twenty years of her life almost 
entirely in gaol. At her last appearance she begged the magistrates to 
give her seven years, ‘‘and then she would be done with the bother of 
coming out and going in.” It isa pity, I think, that the bench had not 
the power to gratify her longing. . « 

* 


So the Munster Bank has suspended payment. A bank suspending 
ss gers cannot be justly said to affect to any great extent the editor 
and staff of this journal. 

We don’t bank. We play 
pitch and toss, and 
double-headed sixpences, 
and we back horses that 
are never placed. We try 
hard to make money an 
keep within the law, and 
now and then, when there 
is no backing out of it 
anyway, we pay some- 
thing off or debts, or 
promise solemnly to do so — 
next Saturday, Saturday 
is generally a warm day 
in Shoe Lane, But with 
the Sunday comes bliss, 
Not even tax-collectors 
call on Sunday. 

*?e 


* 

CHARLES was charged 
with being drunk and - 
disorderly. The police- 
man, who took prisoner 
into custody, said he was pushing people about on the pavement, though 
he didn’t strike anyone, Prisoner admitted being drunk, but didn't 
remember anything. o* 

* 


Some time ago the province of Palermo was insested by a band of 
brigands under a noted malefactor, Giuseppe Rini, who was later killed 
in a fight with the soldfers, The hand, with one exception, was cap- 
tured, and also gradually many of their moana oes, receivers of stolen 
goods, &c. The trial of these malefactors, which could only be com- 
menced after three years, and hus now lasted some weeks, has just ter- 
minated. Two sentenced to hard labour for life, when they heard their 
sentence, turned to the president of the court, and said, ‘‘ Although 
we were brigands, we always tried to do the least possible harm to our 
fellow-creatures.” The trial has resulted in the condemnation of at least 
the worst of these criminals, and, it is to be hoped, has put an end to 
brigandage in Sicily for some time to come. 
*¢ 


* 

_Hene's a dreadful business! Nelly stated she was sweeping up the 
dirt on Saturday afternoon in the court, and Fanny came up and abused 
her and struck her because she said she would not have the dirt in her 
corner. Marion witnessed the blows being struck by the defendant and 
saw blood running from Nelly's nose. Bessie, witness for the defence, 
said she was on good terms with both of the young ladies, and Fanny 
told her that she would have no dust thrown into her place, and getting 
angry she hit the complainant because the latter threw some of the dust 
into her face. Another witness gave similar evidence, saying ‘‘ they 
both struck first.” The summons was dismissed, 

* 


* 
_ THE First of August is here again ; and with it use. The grouse 
isa noble bird! A learned writer—Belon—says that there are three 
different flavours about grouse: the first, 
that of beef; the second, that of partridge ; 
and the third, that of pheasant. Dr. Frank- 
lin, in his philosophical experiments, tells us 
that if game or poultry be killed by electri- 
city it will become tender in the twinkling 
of an eye, and, if it be dressed immediately, 
will be most delicate and delicious, Anyhow, 
grouse killed the usual way is not to be 
sneezed at. Address, A. SLoper, Esq., 
‘The Sloperies.” _» 
* 


A BRIGHTON correspondent says, in con- 
nection with the recent byelaw ordering the 
arrest of all dogs not muzzled, the other 
evening a friend of mine let out an aged 
retriever, half blind, toothless, and very 
deaf, for a few moments, en they re- 
opened the door to look for him he was 
gone, and they learnt from a boy who was 
passing that the dog had been dragged away 
to the Town Hall. Great cruelty must have 
been used to get him there, as he was too 
infirm to walk more than a few yards at a 
time, and when fetched away he could scarcely stand. But doubtless 
the police take care to ascertain that a dog is old and toothless before 
they meddle with him, or they might get the worst of it. 


(Saturday, August 1, 1885. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING AUcUsT 8TH. 


ae f the E T 
2nd A 1830.—At a meeting of the Exeter Town Council 
this day, the City Treasurer declared that he had neither money nor 
credit, and that the city did not possess sufficient funds to pay £3 for a 
supply of potatoes to the gaol. 


“A prison! heavens! I loathe the hated name ;— 
Famine's metropolis ; the sink of shame ; 
A nauseous sepulchre, whose craving womb 
Hourly inters poor mortals in its tomb.” 


Qnd August, 1798.—John Palmer, the actor, died this day. He was 
playing the character of the Stranger, in the play of the same name. 
Among the incidents of the fourth act, Baron Steinfort obtains an inter- 
view with the Stranger, discovers that he is an old and valued friend, 
and entreats him to relate the history of his career. Just as the children 
began to be spoken of, the man overcame the actor; poor Palmer 
trembled with agitation ; his voice faltered ; he fell down on the stage, 
breathed a convulsive sigh, and died. He had just before had to utter 
the words : 

“Oh, God ! oh, God! 
There is another and a better world!” 


The audience, supposing that the intensity of his feeling had led him to 
acting a swoon, applauded the scene, though it was a painful one. But 
when the real truth was announced, a mournful dismay seized upon all. 
The above two lines were afterwards engraved on Palmer’s tombstone, 
in Walton Churchyard, near Liverpool. 


a 

8rd A’ t, 1866.— A Servian soldier this day murdered two 
sisters, Caroline and Maria Back, by stabbing them while walking on 
the beach near Folkestone When found they were quite dead. e 
motives actuating the murder were set forth ina letter addressed in 
German to Mrs, k:—‘'On the first lines, I pray to forgive me the 
awful accident to the unlucky Dedea Redaines which I committed upon 
my very dear Caroline and Maria Back, yesterday morning, at five 
o'clock. Scarcely [ am able to write, by heartbreak for my ever- 
memorable Caroline and Mary-Ann. The cause of my deed is, 1. As | 
heard that Caroline is not as I at first believed; 2 Because 
Caroline intends going to Woolwich ; 3. Because I cannot stay with 
my very dear Caroline, it made my heart so scattered that I put into 
my mind at last that Caroline rather may die from my hands than 
to allow Caroline's love being bestowed upon others. However, I did 
not intend to murder also Mary-Ann, her sister ; but not having another 
opportunity, and as she was in my way, I could not do otherwise—I 
must stab her too.” The murderer failed in an attempt upon his own 
life, and was at once secured. He was tried at Maidstone, convicted, 
and executed. 


4th August, 1739.—In The Gentleman's Magazine of this date, 
we read that ‘‘a farmer of Croydon undertook, for a considerable ips, 
to bow! a skittle-bowl from that town to London-bridge, about 11 miles, 
in 500 times, and perform’d it in 445." Poor Robin, in his almanac for 
1695, in his observations on the Spring quarter, says :—“‘ In this Quarter 
are very much practised the commendable exercises of Nine Pins, 
igeon-holes, Stool-ball, and Barley, by reason, Whitson Holydays 
and May Day do fall in this Quarter.’ 
But in the almanac for 1707, the game is introduced under the name 
of skittles, 
‘* Ladies for pleasure now resort 

Unto Hide Park and Totnum Court ; 

People to Moorfields flock in sholes, 

At nine-pins and at pigeon-holes, 

The country lasses pastime make 

At stool-ball and at barley-break ; 

And young men they pass time away, 

At wrestling and at football play. 

And every one, in their own way, 

As merry are as birds in May.” 


Our ancestors pursued the game of Bowls with peculiar ardour and 
delight, and it is still a favourite amusement. In the Privy Purse Ex- 
penses of the Princess Mary, under April 1538-9, there is this highly 
curious entry :—‘‘It'm payed for a Brekefaste loste at Bolling by my 
lady maryes gee. . . . x8.” 


5th August, 1882.—Auriol, a priest, and curé of Nobedes, 
Pyrenées Orientales, after a trial lasting several oe fs was found guilty 
of poisoning two ladies from whom he had obtained wills in his favour. 
He hastened to realise considerable sums from their estate, and sent 
5,000 francs to a schoolmistress, with whom he intended to elope and 
promised to marry. The jury found extenuating circumstances only from 
unwillingness to send a priest to the guillotine, and he was sentenced to 
penal servitude for life.” 


6th August, 1657.—Dugdale, this day, notes that the new 
market-place tor herbs in St. Paul's Churchyard (north) is opened, paved 
with the ruins of the Chapter House and cloister. 
6th August, 1637.—Ben Jonson died this day, and was buried in 
Westminster Abbey on the 9th. The curious inscription by which his 
grave was marked, 
“O RARE BEN JONSON!" 


and which formed the concluding words of the verses written and dis- 
played in the celebrated club-room of Ben's clique, is said to have been 
a temporary memorandum, until such time asa fitting monument could 
be erected.’ The story says that one of Ben's friends gave a mason, who 
was on the spot, eighteenpence to cut it. 


AN ODE FOR BEN JONSON. 
Ah, Ben! 
Say how, or when 
Shall we thy guests 
Meet at those lyric feasts, 
Made at the Sun, 

The Dog, the Triple Ton? 
Where we such clusters had, 
As made us nobly wild, not mad ; 
And yet each verse of thine 
Ontdid the meat, outdid the frolic wine. 


My Ben, 

Or come agen, 
Or send to us 

Thy wit's great overplus 

But teach us yet 
Wisely to husband it, 
Lest we that talent spend ; 
And having once brought to an end 
That precious stock—the store 
Of such a wit—the world should have no more. 


WIth August, 1840.—An Act of Parliament was this day passed 
rohibit e use of climbing-boys as chimney-sweeps. In the year 
810 two sisters were employed at Windsor as chimney-sweeps, Women 

must have been not uncommonly thus employed, when Fawkes wrote 
his “‘ Epithalamium” upon the marriage of a cobbler and a chimney- 
sweeper. The earliest form of chimney in England is seen in the ruins 
of Rochester Castle, where there are fireplaces to each apartment, from 
which Se poe dee carried up in the thickness of the wall, a few feet 
above the fire , where they terminate in horizontal openings throug): 
the outer wal 

7th Angas, 1880.—Dr. Tanner, a physician, of New York, this day 

successfully completed his forty days of fasting. During that time he 
had drunk 6674 ounces of water, and lost 36 pounds in weight. At 
noon, when the steam whistle blew to denote that the fast was over, 
Dr. Tanner jumped ona chair and swallowed a peach, He was then 
weighed, anil scaled 1204]bs. He then drank a glass of milk, and 
called for a water lemon, of which he eat several slices, A little later 
he too’ an ounce of Hungarian wine, followed by half a pound of beef- 
steak, then an apple, and, a little after, another half-pound of steak 
and an ounce more wine. His stomach retained all the food he hal 
taken, and he suffered no nausea. 


8th A’ t, 1853 —Hans Smith Macfarlane and Helen Black: 
wood were this day executed at Glasgow, for their share in the murder 
of a shi; nter, named Boyd, whom they threw out of a window 
when in a state of helpless intoxication. 
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Saturday, August 1, 1885.) 


THE CRUEL MARQUISE. 
—~— 


Youna Xavier le Beau 

Was a garcon comme il faut, 

And he loved, ma'am, if you please, 
Une petite mechante Marquise. 

With her ‘twas nothing but a whim, 
She didn't care a bit for him. 

‘Mon Adéle, de tout mon cceur, 

Je t’adore!” She answer'd, ‘Sir, 

If you're a young man comme il faut, 
Don't whisper, ‘cause it tickles so.” 


. i 
She didn't care a bit for Him. 


She there, with her costly dress, 

With her scornful loveliness, 

With a cold and cruel face, 
Handsomest in all that place. 

Yet ‘twas that place, if you please, 
That they called the Tuileries, 

Where now and then they had a dance, 
When Napoleon reign’d in France, 
And at this most brilliant ball 

She was the fairest of them all. 


Young Xavier le Beau 

Turned away to hide his woe ; 

Then said she, with sweetest smile, 
‘Cher Xavier, stay awhile, 

Oh, do not think me cross, I beg, 

But you are such an awful plague ! 

And, Sir, the time I cannot find, 

Or else I’ would make up my mind. 

In six months! Yes. I'll let you know 
Here, this day six months, yes or no.” 


Za 
He wandered midst the Pyrences. 


Young Xavier le Beau 

Next day took the train to Pau ; 
Wander'd midst the Pyrenees— 
Looked in on the Genoese— 

Sought the Nore, and saw its buoy— 
al a month in the Savoy— 

‘orgot the day, woke in a fright, 
Then started up at dead of night 
From out his bed, so soft and warm, 
And cross’d St, Bernard in a storm. 


Young Xavier le Beau 

Struggled midst the trackless snow, 
Fell down seventeen abysses 

(No exaggeration this is), 

And his guides, ere broke the day, 
Every man-Jack ran away, 

Yet urged he on his wild career, 

On that pathway dark and drear ; 
Nor, when he had reach’d the to} 
Would he half an hour stop ; 


Yet urged he on his Wild Career. 


And when he reach’d the other side, 
By coach and rail he had to ride ; 
ough almost sinking with fatigue, 
Many and many a wearv league, 
Until, oh joy of joys ! at last, 
The cruel purgatory past, 
He reach’d the goal—the Tuileries, 
And found that very sad Marquise 
Who, when she'd heard his story through 
Said, “Mon Digu ! How aBSURD OF You.” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


*,° Ln consequence of the enormous number of letters received, we are 
cenmlis 46 pelch (hens gologiod aniston eo tes exale dete 
‘ SHAKESPEARB'S Heap,” WycH STREET, STRAND, July 27th, '85. 

DEAR OLD SILLY,—You ought to be told that your correspondent, 
‘*H. Robson,” of the City News Rooms, in his letter published in a recent 
number of your stupendous ‘“ HaL¥-Houipay ” has tripped and fallen, 
and someone has sat on his head and addled his poor brain. 

I've just passed my exam. (I’m only « small sixteen), and, as a proof 
of my mental capacity, I enjoy your ‘ Hatr-HoLipay” every week. 
Your Curious Chronicler is quite right. A certain play called AU is 
True Was played on the night of the tire. It was written by one 
W. Shakespeare, and, as the play known afterwards as Henry the Eighth 
was by the same author, and contains the greater proportion of the earlier 
play, your chronicler’s inference is perfectly correct. Dr. Johnson says 
that this is the case, and I prefer him as an authority to ‘‘ H. Robson,” 
especially as no one bas, up to the present time, contradicted the dear, 
detightful ‘‘ old beau.” 

I suppose Tootsie is “ resting” still, as she has not looked in for some 
weeks now! Give her my love, and 

Believe me, Dear old Silly, Yours Muchly, 
ALLY SLoven, Esq. MAUD MATILDA GREEN, 
Brixton, Judy 28, 1885. 

DEAR Miss SLoper,—I read ‘¢ Number Nip's ” correspondence in one 
of your recent issues with pleasure, and can fully iedcave the senti- 
ments therein contained as to the bewitching beauty of a tiny little 
waist and pretty foot, shod with a high-heeled chaussure. Apropos 
des bottes, 1 feel sure if you and other fair demoiselles were only aware 
how we lords of creation admire a neatly shaped foot, farther enhanced 
by a bottine furnished with a tall and tapering heel—in fact a regular 

per (pray excuse my little joke)—you Sanit not object to give us the 
pleasure of occasionally gazing on this thing of beauty and joy for ever, 
and I feel sure the happiness would be shared also by the fair wearer, 
as we know a lady is always happy when she is well dressed and 
admired. 

Might I suggest that you give us in an early number of the ‘‘ HAL¥- 
Houpay” one of your pretty ‘Fashion Fancies” sketches of your- 
self, bien chausse, with a pair of the dantiest and highest of high-heeled 
bottines, that I um sure would receive the admiration and thanks of 
many besides Yours, ADONIS. 


FULHAM Roap, S.W., July 27th, '85. 
Dear Mr. SLorer,—Recently a correspondent suggested amputation 
of the feet as a cure for corns. I hope you will not adopt this remedy, 
as you will be sure to have corns on the stump afterwards ; besides, the 
more we have of Our ALLY the better. We cannot, therefore, afford to 
lose even a foot of him. Another thing, where would you wear your 
boots! May your circulation never grow less, 
Yours Admiringly, CHIROPODIST. 


Court 'THRATRE, SLOANE SquaRg, 8.W., July 27th, 1885. 
Dear Stoper,—Mr. Clayton has received the framed ‘‘ Award of 
Merit,” and has much pleasure in accepting it, and begs me to return 
ou his thanks for the same. He is in the midst of business and re- 
earsals consequent on the starting of the Magistrate Provincial Tour 
Company, which fully nconpies his time, and he begs me to write for 
him to you. ‘aithfully yours, G. COLEMAN, 
Pro JOHN CLAYTON, 


THE LAWYER'S ALPHABET. 


A, is the ‘‘’Davy”* you take when you gu ; 
B, is the Bond that has wrought you much woe ; 
C, the Conveyance the clerks had to write ; 
D, the ‘ Draft Copies” they worked at all night ; 
E, the Effects of a bankrupt (poor fellah !) ; 
F, is the Fool who forgot his umbrella ;+ 
G, is the Gammon that sends up the bill ; 
H, is the Humbug that fills up the till ; 
1, the Insurance $ lessees have to pay ; 
J, the Jocose things which some lawyers say ; 
K, is the ‘‘ Kite” that hard-up clients tly ; 
L, is the Lease you will take by-and-bye ; 
M, is the Mortgage you've got on your land ; 
N, is the Numskull you can’t understand ; 
O, is the Omnibus brought you to town ; 
P, the Prolixity caused you to frown ; 
Q), is the Queer Card who always votes wrong ; 
R, Registration, which takes one so long ; 
8, is the Settlement fond lovers make ; 
T, is the Talk that does make one’s head ache ; 
U, is the ‘‘ Use,” a queer legal term old ; 
V, is the Volume of charges untold ; 
W, 's the Worry that clients endure ; 
X, the ’xamining § to make the thing sure ; 
Y, is the Yawn that you give while you wait ; 
Z, is the Zany who turned up too late. 
Short forattidavit. ¢Probablyaclient. % Against fire. §Short for examining. 
—— 


HOW TO MAKE A GOOD CHURCHWARDEN. 


Fist procure a nice tradesman. Rub him well down, carefully 
removing any such superfluous matter as honest dealing, should he still 
retain any, which is extremely doubtful. Then set him up in a snug 
shop—a grocer’s affords a good scope. Give him plenty of sand to ne 
in his sugar ; water to make things weigh heavy ; chopped sticks for his 
tea; burnt beans far his coffee ; and a pump in good working order from 
which he can tone down the ardour of his choice wines and spirits. Let 
him have prayers for his household morning and evening, and never miss 
church on Sundays. Let him wear a long black coat and white neck- 
cloth in his shop. Let him turn up his eyes much, and groan hard at 
times over the ‘‘ wickedness of this world.” Let him sell bad articles 
at the li of good ones, and adulterate everything he possibly can— 
especially at Christmas time—without being found out. By persevering 
steadily thus he will soon become wealthy, a credit to his parish, a good 
vestryman, and a churchwarden among churchwardens. 

He will also be looked up to by all—except those who look down on him. 


—_—— 


AN UNHEARD CRY. 


lly a fagéts et fagéts ? We raise many « howl over the tortured cat, 
the belaboured donkey, the pitchfork-prodded cow, the dog artistically 
ornamented by our youngest with a tin kettle tied to its tail, but who 
says a word for the Tatar drudges of our seaside resorts—the patient 
suffering martyrs of our suburban commons, doomed under the smarting 
lash of artless boyhood to drag stout infancy along « dusty track, under 
a burning sun! Goat to/ You, sir, and you, madam, who pay your 
annual guinea to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, 
are participes criminis, du you hear? Henceforth let little Jacky and 
Susy walk upon their own stout little legs, and taboo the treat of a 
“ride in a goat-carriage.” Deny the two-legged kids this miserable treat, 
and whole generations of four-legged ones will hail ye as benefactors. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


REAL WORCESTERSHIRE S.Uck (from the harvest field).—Go back to 
Lunnun, yer durned old Cockney!” (Not an advt.) 

‘TypEs ” OF CIVILIZATION. —Printers. 

A LUNATIC writes to ask whether, when a door is not a door Wut a jar, 
the door jam is kept in the said jar. 

Hints To Housewives. —Loop your muslin curtains up with the 
window sash. 

Wuey is the wind balmy.—Don’t say when it is in the y-east ? 

Must a doctor have a licence to amputate a game leg’ 

Ir all the sea walls on the Sussex coast were to give way, would it be 
a prudent step to send a gang of navvies down to Shoreham (shore’m). 

Go to the seaside if you wish to study the lights and shadows of 
married life or the changes of the tide. 

To Wuisr Players, —Should a chimney-sw ze) trump his partner's 
trick when he cannot follow soot 


FOUR FLIRTS. 
Tamm Canos, 4ND How THEY PLareD THEM. 
(Commenced in No. 64.) 


CHAPTER 1V.—/ Continued, ) 

AND he was rich—splendidly, gloriously rich: that Sir Humphrey 
took care to ascertain beyond a doubt ; and though I most certainly 
did not care for him, I just as certainly did not dislike him ; and as 
for love, my worldly governess had done her best to make me despise it 
as a vulgar passion which might actuate clerks and milkmaids in their 
choice, but was an unheard-of influence in such society as that in which 
I was born to move in. 


“Tt was at the wedding breakfast they first called me Queen of Diamonds. 


I do not attempt to defend myself. Of course, I did wrong when | 
ut my hand into Mr. Canning’s and told him I would be his wife ; 
but if you think of what my childhood had been, and of the girl-life | 

had led under the fostering care of Lydia Trevor, you will not so greatly 
wonder at my conduct. 

I purposely pass over the time of my courtship, When seen by the 
light of its sequel, you will not wonder that I shrink from «dwelling 


upon it. 

Not that it was Reginald Canning’s fault that I was not happy. 1 
believe—yes, now I still believe—he cared for me; and his manner to 
me was all that was affectionate and nice; and yet from time to time I 
—poor critic as I was of the world's ways—noticed certain peculiarities 
in his behaviour (vulgarisms they might have been called, but we gave 
him the benetit of his long residence abroad, and passed them by as 
Colonialisms), which made me doubt whether he was entitled to that 
position in society to which he pretended. 

But then his diamonds! Diamonds cover a multitude of sins, and 1 
believe he would have covered me with them from head to foot if 1 had 
desired it ; and as it was, when the wedding morning came, and I sur- 
veyed myself in the long Ve oa) in Lydia’s room, I was actually 
startled by the brilliant, flashing, rainbow lights from my hair, my 
neck, and my hands, 

It was at the wedding breakfast they tirst called me Queen of 
Diamonds. It was my father who gave me the title ; but though the 
guests applauded, as wedding guests will, what they deemed a appy 
nomenclature, there was a hard glitter in Sir Humphrey's eyes, and / 
knew the name was given me in mockery—not in compliment. 

The whole country-side was at Haughton Towers that morning, and 
that day, for the tirst and last time, I took a daughter's position in my 
father's house. I was naturally elated. 

I knew that I was an object of envy to all those whi, in the days 
when I was merely the ‘‘ Haughton Towers’ girl,” sneered at my dis- 
hevelled, unkempt, uncared-for appearance. 

Reginald had, perhaps, never appeared to less advantage—I fancy « 
bridegroom rarely looks his best at the wedding breakfast ; he was 
nervous and excited, impatient to be off, and though returning curt 
monosyllabic answers to the great folks of the country, who paid him 
the court due to his wealth, I noticed him on more than one occasion 
in close confabulation with Lydia Trevor. 

I knew they were old friends, but I had never heard any particulars 
of their former acquaintance, and when I| saw him pressing something 
into her hand for which she looked her thanks, I made an excuse to 
approach them. 

‘ : left as I drew near, but she turned to meet me with a little nervous 
augh. 

Pit is a good thing for the governess,” said she, ‘when the pupil 
marries a millionaire. See what your husband has given me.” 

She displayed a diamond bracelet as she spoke, endeavouring at the 
same time to conceal a piece of paper which she held in her hand ; but 
my eyes were sharp, and I saw it. It was a cheque, and in Reginald 
Canning’s handwriting. I could not see the exact amount, but it was 
in three figures, 

Well, well! I thought nothing more of it at the time. The break- 
fast dragged to its conclusion, the usual toasts were drunk, the cus- 
tomary cake was cut, and then he—my husband—and I left ina carriage 
and four, amidst a shower of rice an slippers, for the railway station 
en route for Paris, where we were to spend our honeymoon. 

Why was it that at that little country he a I, a bride of an hour, 
with wealth at my command, a devoted husband at my side, and a life 
of never-ending pleasure before me, should think of nothing but of cousin 
Douglas ¢ 

I felt it was disloyal to the man whom I had sworn to love, honour, 
and obey, and I strove to drive the remembrance from me; but on my 
wedding morning, starting on my wedding tour, it was not my husband 
who occupied my thoughts. 

It was a long, long railway journey to London, which was to be our 
first stage, and we were late in starting. It would be night when we 
arrived, but Reginald had made every possible arrangement for my 
conifort. 


“She displayed a diamond bracelet as she spoke.” 


We had a saloon carriage to ourselves—rugs, wraps, books, periodicalss 
refreshments, everything to beguile the tedium of the journey ; and as» 
with a shriek, the engine started panting on its southern journey, 1 
heard the station-master say, A 

“Aah! She be a gladsome wench if ever there was one. ie 

And a porter rejoined, ‘She's all to make her happy—she has. : 

And 1! Well, I thought that so many short weeks ago cousin 
Douglas had travelled over the same iron road, and wondered if I should 
meet him in London. {To be ontinued next week.) 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, August 1, 1885, 


— = ——— == 
THE PLEASURES OF MOVING. ; venene 
Irishman, Bedad, one of us will have to give way, and sure it shall not be said in Owld SPOONING AT ST. LEONARD Lore | a THERE IS A LIMIT. cto Bincuxotos.) ‘ ; 
Oirland that a Lit of a table got the better of an O'Whilliboo! Poor Chappie, he's only got 25s. per week. First Young Lady. I could sit here for ever. Second Ditto, And I till lunch-time. 


THOSE BOOTS.—A GOODWOOD DEED. 


1. On the way he picked up 2. “Twas afraid he was taking too much, Now, if I 3. “It's awful painful 4 Your boots, sir? Yes, sir. I was taking 
with an affable stranger. leave him with those bouts on some dishonest person ——" walking in ’em.” care of ‘em. 


TRIUMPHANT RETURN OF THE CAMEL CORPS 
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AT _SCARBOROUGH.—THE SPA ON BANK HOLIDAY. 


5. ‘ Wait till you put 'em on, sir? Why?” 6. “O—h 7. ‘Here's a wreck he’s 8, “And the nice easy pair I threw away—what's 
made of me.” hecome of ‘em, I wonder? Poor things!" 


= > r | 


Rg itt ia 
, H . p “FY Pas EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 
« ALWAYS TRUE TO HIS POLL. The ala (eh aa time of it on Bank Angelina (on Wedding Trip at Dever). Oh, Edwin, when you sit thus, gazing upon the mighty 
She (aufully fond of Margate). With the foreign service you have had you must have been in Holiday, both the two and the four-legged deep, does it not have a strangely soothing effect upon you? 
every kind of action. Warrior (just home from the Soudan), No—not breach of promise, ones. [[t has made Edwin awfully hunary, but he does not like to mention «! 
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